MELEAGER AND ATALANTA.      117

His tomb Is raised ; then, stretched aloog the

ground,

Those living monuments his tomb surround;
Even to his name, Inscribed, their tears they pay,
Till tears and kisses wear his name away.

But Cynthia now had all her fury spent,          395

Not with less ruin, than a race, content;
Excepting Gorge, perished all the seed,
And her whom heaven for Hercules decreed.
Satiate at last, no longer she pursued
The weeping sisters; but with wings endued,      400
And horny beaks, and sent to flit In air,
Who yearly round the tomb in feathered flocks
repair.